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contingency. I then crawled slowly back to camp, where the
whole party assembled round a substantial mess of rice, from
which I was literally the last to rise. Unfortunately Sa'dan
had without any previous warning announced during the day
that my supply of tea was exhausted. I had told him to keep
the leaves of my last pot for a second brew and it was weak
stuff that I had to put up with that evening after dinner. The
same leaves were used for a third brew before I retired to
sleep, leaving something in the pot to drink cold—and it was
deliciously cold— before starting on our march in the early
hours of the morrow. And yet again those leaves served for
our common refreshment after the dawn prayer, boiled up
with water and milk (again from Humaid's camel for my cow,
now almost dry, had been sent on with the baggage) and
sweetened with sugar and cardamum to suit the taste of the
majority. I had, it is true, a small private supply of tea for
emergencies, but this I was saving for the hoped-for final
attempt on the waterless desert. So for the next few days I
was without the comfort of tea, while our daily supply of
miTTr was almost negligible. I came to the conclusion that at
Naifa it would be well to make a virtue of necessity and
abandon my waterless regime, which could be resumed on our
departure thence for Sulaiyil.
Meanwhile we had sped the baggage-train on its weary
way through the darkness at 7.45 p.m. hoping that we
would not see it again until we ourselves reached Naifa.
The night proved unusually prolific of moths, mostly of
one species of Noctuid,1 whose larval food plant is pre-
sumably the Abal, now in full bloom with its dull red tassels
and little white edible flowers, Of the latter, mixed with
rice, the Manasir made me a dish ofMakika, which they recom-
mend one not to eat with meat, which it is liable to harden
to the consistency of leather. From time to time in the
extremity of my hunger I browsed on the raw flowers as we
marched along and I was to discover in due course that the
dry twigs of this plant, slightly crushed in a mortar and mixed
with hot water, made a fairly satisfactory substitute for tea.
Its colour was all that could be desired but the liquid was

